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Divine Rapture
*
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O my maid, He is like the big banyan tree with numberless branches spreading themselves all around. People from all quarters of the globe seek shelter under His cooling shade.
O! He has endless worlds in Him. He has no caste, He has no creed. He receives all into His bosom.
O my maid, He is One Who burns up all our impurities and purges all our evil desires. He is One Whom we cannot describe fully. Ah! His sacred dance of love and death fills us \vithawe. It makes us tremble because of His infinite majesty.
But, He reveals Himself with all His splendour to those who approach Him with a repentant heart. He shapes and moulds, changes and drapes the bodily frames of those who allow Him to rescue their souls from the grip of sense pleasures.
O my maid, He is the Pure Gold which cannot be obtained from the hard rocks with the help of a miner's chisel. He is the Pure Pearl which cannot be got from the deep sea with the help of a diver's skill.
He is the nectar-like honey on the topmost branch of a tall tree of passionless detachment which no bee can reach.
O my maid, He is One on whom infinite worlds prey.    They  are
taking  away from Him endlessly. O! He never grows less. He is always complete. He lets the worlds
live on Him.
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O my maid, like a full-bllown lotus flower in the hard soil of a rocky ground. He lets the petals of His lotus-feet open and shed their fragrance in my hard heart.
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